If your eyes knew their own divine puissance,
or as I see them could themselves admire,

they'd understand why mortals in their presence
burn and are ravaged by immortal fire.

But, unaware of their divine misfeasance,
they could not guess what malady they inspire,

did not my face make desperate obeisance
to loveliness that overwhelms desire*

Why will you not possess my heart more nearly,
eyes, by love planned to be the haunt of kindness,
with all of earth and heaven at your lashes?

If like the sun through glass you saw me clearly,
you would have pity, being cured of blindness,
and spare your victim where he lies in ashes*
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